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It was fucking hot in the studio. 


John Oates lay strewn on the paisley couch, sweating his ass off as Daryl sat across from him, strumming 
absently at his guitar. He had no idea how the man could write songs in this heat; John couldn't focus on 


anything other than the stuffiness of the room. 


It was 40 degrees in New York City. And while they were indoors to escape the weather, the heat of the 
console, lights, and other electronics did nothing to help the situation 


‘lm about to take off my fucking pants, man," John announced miserably. 


Daryl looked up at him and smiled sympathetically. He was still fully dressed, though his shirt was half 
unbuttoned. While the taller one seemed to sport healthy, dewy skin in the heat, John was sweating like a pig. 
Even his mustache was dripping wet. He was down to his shorts, the rest of his clothing discarded hours ago 


all over the floor. 


"Well, | won't stop you if itll make you more comfortable," the blonde said, continuing to play around with a 


song idea 

"You'll see my dick," John told him pointedly, raising his eyebrows suggestively. 

Daryl snorted, unimpressed. 

"You'll have to excuse me if | fall into a state of endless arousal," he rolled his eyes. John grinned lecherously 
at the sarcasm and stood to remove his shorts. He lay back down on the couch, the material of the fabric 
itchy and hot against his bare skin. He stretched out his legs unashamedly, trying to get comfortable, upset 
that he had no more layers to shed to cool down, 

"Remind me never to sit there again,” Daryl quipped. 

"Fuck you." 

"You wish." Daryl winked at him. Daryl fucking winked at him. Somehow the room grew even hotter, the 
guitarist was glad they had the place to themselves for the rest of the evening. Maybe he should've left the 


shorts on. 


Time passed, sprinkled with more complaints from John, and after a while, Daryl stood and shoved a guitar at 
him. 


"At least make yourself useful," he said. John took the guitar, and Daryl picked up a notebook filled with lyrics, 
intending to add to the collection. But instead of returning to his chair opposite from John, he sat on the couch 
next to him. John picked up his legs and crossed them over the blonde's lap. Daryl was unaffected, as he 
usually was when it came to John's flirting, and relaxed his arms over the guitarists legs, opening his notebook. 
John diddled around the guitar, not really trying to come up with anything. Daryl hummed above it, ever the 
responsible songwriter, and began to jot down words. The label was paying for the studio, and while John didn't 
give a shit, Daryl wasn't one to waste company time. 

"The tabloids would go wild if they saw this," John pointed out, uninterested in writing tunes. 

"This?" Oblivious. John rolled his eyes. 


"Me, naked, covered only by a guitar. Your hands on my legs. This is just what they want to see: the Secret 
Life of Hall and Oates" 


'It ain't a secret," Daryl said, and John frowned. The blonde picked up his hands. "You really are sweaty." 


"| don't understand why you didn't try with me," John blurted out, unable to stop himself. Maybe it was the 


heat causing him to think it was a good idea to go down this road. 

Daryl looked up from the lyrics and tilted his head to look at his partner, confusion in his face. 
"What are you talking about?" 

John swallowed hard, his mouth dry. He needed some fucking water. 


"The - when you experimented with..you know.’ He waved his strumming hand expressively, as though that 


would explain what he meant. Daryl's face grew more concerned. 
"John, this heat is really getting to you, buddy" He was giving him an out. John could turn this around, blame 
his silly words on dehydration. But if that was the case, why not go further? He could always take it back, play 


it off as illness, hallucination, heat exhaustion - something, right? 


"Men. When you fucked men," John said bluntly, glancing down at his guitar, going back to playing. He was 


nervous now for his partner's response, needed to occupy his hands. 

"Let me get this straight," Daryl said, leaning forward and setting the notebook on the table in front of them. 
John worried he'd remove himself from the couch, but he didn't; instead, he sat back and placed his hands 
back on John's legs. Though it was too warm for the skin-to-skin contact, John definitely did not want him to 


move away. "You're asking me why | didn't fuck you when | was exploring my sexuality?" 


"Well, it sounds shitty when you say it that way," John said defensively. "I just meant - what's wrong with me? 


lm a catch --" 


Daryl threw his head back in a laugh, then looked at him, blue eyes hard to read. At the same time, he 
absently began stroking John's ankle with his thumb, and John became hyperaware of this. 


"You're not my type, John. Too short and dark for my liking,” 


John looked away, face reddening. Though Daryl's tone of voice made it plainly obvious he was joking, he couldn't 
help but feel ashamed. 


"Sorry | can't be some fucking Swedish model," he said, feigning extra hurt for drama. 


"Hey - hey," - John looked up, pursing his lips - "You are a catch. | just didn't want to mess up our dynamic 
together. We got a good thing going.” 


John shrugged. 


"Could make a good thing into a great thing," he muttered. 


"What?" Daryl said, leaning in, a smile creeping up his lips. "You really want me to fuck you, don't you?" 


‘| mean - I'm not desperate!" John sputtered, embarrassed, "I just think - you know - it would make sense for 


us To do it" 
"Why? So when interviewers ask us if we're together and we say no, we'll have this little secret?" 


"Well," John threw up his hands, "Yeah, | guess! Plus, haven't you felt all the sexual tension building up between 


us for years?" 
Daryl shrugged. 
"Not particularly, | guess." 


"Well, | certainly felt it. And | think we need to do it. Just get it out of the way, you know? No more wondering 
what it would be like." 


"Okay." Daryl continued to smile, like this was all some joke to him. "Come here and kiss me, then" 

John sat up, furrowing his brows. "What?" 

"You heard me. Come in my lap and lay it on me, Oates." 

John stared, dumbfounded, holding his guitar. 

"What?" he said one more time. 

"Okay," Daryl shrugged, "Fine. Don't then" And he moved to get off the couch. 

"No, wait," John exclaimed, and in one smooth movement he had set the guitar safely aside and climbed into 
the blonde's lap. Once there, he paused, with both hands on Daryl's face. He became very aware of his own 
nudity versus Daryl's fully clothed state. Daryl stared up at him, waiting, blue eyes dark He was ready to let 


John do whatever he wanted, and that turned John on to no end. 


They sat there for a while, just staring into each others’ eyes. Finally, Daryl placed his hands on John's bare 
hips, and John swooped down, taking the other man's lips into his possession 


John's body burned from more than just the heat in this damned studio, he was on fire from his desire. This 
had been pent up for years, building, building as they built their careers together. And when he found out a 
while back that Daryl had experimented with men - it only fueled the possibilities in John's head - that this 


was possible at all. 


Daryl chuckled into his mouth, pulling John back into reality. 
"Hmm?" he murmured. 
"Mustache. It's a bit much." 


"IIl fuckin’ shave it if | get to keep kissing you," John said into Daryl's mouth, and went back in, needing to milk 
this for all it was worth. 


He felt Daryl's body reacting under his and that excited him. Daryl played coy earlier, saying he wasn't 
attracted to John, but John knew he was good looking, and he knew he was a good kisser. He knew he could 


turn Daryl into putty in his hands, and that was what he planned to do if the man would let him. 


He got brave. Raked his fingers through that silky, thick blonde hair. Grabbed it, firmly, and tilted Daryl's head 
back, exposing his neck. He ducked in, placing his mouth there. Daryl arched his back and whined - 
actually whined 


"Yes," John groaned into his neck. He bit and sucked, not too hard - he didn't want to mark up that flawless 
skin By now he was rock fucking hard, and his cock was dripping precum, begging to be touched. He needed to 
take this further and he needed to do it now. 


He broke away and sat up, looking down at his partner. The man looked up, eyes full of want, John had never 
seen him look at him that way before. He had only ever imagined that expression on the singer in his private 
fantasies. And now that he was faced with it, he was unsure how to proceed other than bury his face back in 
Daryl's neck. He went for it, but found Daryl's hand in his hair, stopping him. 


"My turn," he breathed, and John's eyes nearly rolled to the back of his head when, with his other hand, Daryl 
grabbed his cock. He jerked it fast and hard, not giving John a second to react. He already felt his balls 
tightening, and he reached down in an effort to slow Daryl's movements. He didn't want to admit it, but... 


"Daryl, if you keep that up, l'm gonna be down for the count real fast" 

"Yeah? Maybe that's what | want." 

John, not used to being submissive, was taken aback when he was suddenly lifted and thrown down onto his 
stomach on the couch. He barely knew what happened when his face was pressed in the cushions - that damn 


scratchy fabric. At the same time, he was hoisted up by the waist. 


"You're so fucking slick with sweat," Daryl growled darkly from above him, fingers digging into his hips. "Barely 


need any lube, huh? You want me to fuck you, Oates?" 


John's reply came in the form of a muffled "yes" into the couch. Daryl manhandled him - again, not something 


John was used to - and his thighs were spread, exposed. Daryl pressed his shoulders down, keeping him 


submissive, and spat onto his fingers. 

"You're finally gonna get what you want, huh? How long have you wanted me, really?" 

John turned his head as much as he could, still held down. 

"Y-years," he gasped. 

"You have such a rice little round ass. I've noticed it before. | ever tell you that?" 

"Ha - no - thought you were disgusted by me." 

"That's so far from the truth," Daryl said, and that sent John's head spinning. He had no time to think, though, 
because Daryl's spit-slick fingers were pressing into his ass now, making quick work of prepping him. How did 
they get to this point so quickly? 

Daryl let off him for a moment to pull his shirt over his head. Greedily, John raised to his elbows and craned 
his neck to see behind him, drinking in the sight. The man had pulled his jeans down to his thighs, and his heavy 


cock was at the ready, hanging thick below the nest of honey colored hair. 


"You like what you see?" Daryl asked, noticing him staring. He took the opportunity to slap his cock head against 
John's ass, slicking him up further with precum. 


"Color me impressed, Hall," John said, and Daryl laughed. 

"You sure you want this?" 

John pursed his lips and nodded. It was already too much, knowing that his partner was hard for him - and he 
was going to fuck him, too? When he walked into the studio earlier that day, he never would have predicted 
this happening in a few hours’ time. But thanks to him and his big mouth... 

"Tell me with your words. Say you want me, John" 

John blushed at the use of his name and looked down. 

"| want-—" 

"Look at me when you say it" 


John craned his neck, trying to be snide, and said, "Demanding, are we?" 


"| need to know," Daryl pressed on, nails digging into John's hips, "that if this messes things up between us - 
that it was mutual. | need to know you really, truly want this to happen" 


"Your dick inside of me is not going to change who we are as people," John said. "Just do it, man. Just fuck me." 
That seemed to satisfy the singer. A second later, he was guiding that thick cock inside of John, slowly, inch by 
agonizing inch. John's arms and legs shook a little, in spite of himself. He wasn't expecting it to be this 
uncomfortable. But he wasn't going to say anything, not when Daryl groaned low in his throat once he was all 
the way in. 

"Wow," he breathed. "John you are - this is incredible. You're so tight 

John whimpered in response, hoping it was a convincing enough noise of approval. 

It seemed to work. Daryl ran his hand down his back, a comforting gesture, and pulled out just slightly. 

"Ahl" John couldn't stop himself from shouting. His legs quivered. 

"You haver't..you haven't done this before, have you?" Daryl realized worriedly, halting all movement. 

"No, but it's okay,” the guitarist said through gritted teeth. "I want this." 

"Shit, man, | can't do this - | can't hurt you." 

"| like it. Fuck, Daryl, just fuck me, okay? Hard, okay?" 


"Hard? John, you ~~" 


John pressed back against him, pushing past the discomfort. His body screamed for him to stop, but he knew 
it would feel good if they kept going - it had to, right? Otherwise, why the hell would anybody do this? 


Daryl gasped, hands clenching John's slender hips. 

"Wait," he said, "Let's.lets flip over. | want to see your face." 

John remained quiet as his partner slowly pulled out of him. Daryl guided him gently onto his back, his 
disposition changed from desperate to.loving? John wouldn't dare think that way. They were just doing this for 


the experience, right? 


The man towered over him, and John felt so small. He allowed his legs to be hoisted up and hooked his ankles 


over Daryl's shoulders. 


"This is way better," Daryl said, and gave him a boyish smile. John felt butterflies in his stomach - felt 
exposed. This was too much. If Daryl looked at him for long enough, looked in his eyes - he'd be able to see the 
feelings John had been hiding from him since they first met back in college. 


The taller one leaned down and kissed John sweetly. It was less hurried this time. Daryl wanted to explore. 


It didn't hurt as much when Daryl pushed inside this time. Maybe this position was better, despite it being 
face to face. He was certainly glad he was flexible, too, because his friend leaned into him, folding him in half, 
pressing his knees to his shoulders. John gasped as Daryl wrapped his arms around him, holding him tightly, 
not breaking their kisses. The singer fucked him slowly, deeply. 


His legs were shaking again now, but from pleasure. Daryl snaked his hand between them to jerk his cock. This, 
coupled with being filled in such an intimate way, meant John would be coming undone fast. By now, he couldn't 
tell whose sweat belonged to whom. All he knew was they were both getting slicker by the minute, sliding 
messily against one another, desperate to reach their highs. Daryl broke their kiss finally to breathe, then 
pressed his face in the crook of John's neck, his nails digging into the guitarists shoulders. 


"You feel so good," the taller one moaned, and John knew he, too would be coming apart quickly. 
"Don't stop," John managed to choke out, grasping the man above him, hands skating over his sweaty skin 


"| don't want to, ever," Daryl groaned, and drove into him harder. John swore his vision whited out. Each stroke 
from the other man caused his orgasm to pull out of him in thick ropes. He spilled all over Daryl's hand, adding 
to the wetness between them. John's body went slack, and Daryl fucked him faster. He kissed him again, 
keeping their mouths slotted together until he, too, was emptying himself inside his partner. 


He became dead weight after that, laying heavily on John For a while, the studio was filled with their panting 
as their breaths returned to them. John was lightheaded. Each time he gasped in for air, Daryl kissed him 
again The sweat and fluids between them gradually dried into a sticky layer on top of their skin. John didn't 


care. He wanted to stay like this forever, burning up underneath the man of his dreams. 


Finally, yet too soon, Daryl lifted off of him with shaky arms. They looked at one another, grinning from ear to 


ear. 
Daryl reached out, cupped John's face as he gently pulled out. 


"This might sound weird," he said, drawing his hand back as he sat up, "but this really does make sense. You 
and me, like this." 


John nodded, heart beating a million times a minute. He wanted to say so much, wanted to spill his guts - but 


he was afraid to ruin the moment. 


‘I've got an idea for a song," Daryl suddenly announced, getting to his feet and pulling back on his underwear. 
John lay there, amused, and watched as the man took a seat at the end of the couch again. He lifted John's 
legs and set them back in his lap before picking up his guitar. 


"When | was making love to you, | kept hearing this melody," he explained, more so talking to the guitar than to 
his bandmate. John flushed deep red at the usage of ‘making love when referring to what they had just done. 
Daryl began to strum at the guitar, singing softly over it, working out what he had heard in his head. 


Somehow the heat in the studio was more tolerable now, thought John. 


He laid back, closing his eyes, and let Daryl's voice soothe him. 


Him and Daryl? It just made sense. 


